HONGKONG—MACAO
have all the facts. I shall not rest until they are published
in the newspaper.' With his colleagues he spoke Swiss
dialect, or English—boycotting High German, the lan-
guage of the Nazis.
Dr. Mooser had established several refugee camps in
Sian, as well as a delousing station. The refugees were
housed in empty buildings. As soon as could be arranged
they were sent off into the country and distributed amongst
the neighbouring villages. There were about eight thou-
sand of them in the city, including one thousand Mo-
hammedans, who had a special camp to themselves. These
people belonged mostly to the middle class of China—
nearly all of them had a little money. The really poor had
no choice but to stay where they were, and await the
coming of the Japanese. The really rich were already safe
in Hongkong.
There was no doubt of Mooser's efficiency. The camps
were well run, the floors and bedding clean, the children's
faces washed, and there was hardly any spitting. Mooser
was a great favourite with the children. Whenever he
visited them his pockets were full of sweets. 4I had to sack
three camp commandants in the first week,' he told us.
They call me The Chaser.'
Mooser didn't quite know what to make of us—espe-
cially after he had heard from me that Auden was a poet.
He had no use for poetry because 4it changes the order of
the words'. While he was working in Mexico he was sum-
moned to the bedside of an Englishman named David H.
Lawrence, 6a queer-looking fellow with a red beard. I told
him: "I thought you were Jesus Christ." And he laughed.
There was a big German woman sitting beside him. She
was his wife. I asked him what his profession was. He said
he was a writer. "Are you a famous writer?" I asked him.
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